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Author's Notes: 
This story was inspired by the 2022 show Pistol by Danny Boyle so the characterization is based on the 


show's. 


Its been a mere forty-eight hours since the incident on the Today show, and already the novelty of having his 


name in the papers is wearing thin. 


The so-called interview had been a complete farce from the beginning, a pathetic attempt at public humiliation 
by an out-of-touch old man. But Johnny had assumed that it would amount to nothing more than cheap 
watercooler talk for wage slaves and a few articles written by half-asleep journalists, not knife-wielding 
skinheads looking to avenge their scandalized mothers and vulture-esque reporters crowing for shocking quotes 


chasing him down the street. 
Fame was, as Johnny had always suspected, highly overrated and deeply unpleasant. 


Unfortunately, not everyone in Johnny's life sees it that way. 


"Here's another good one," says Sid, sounding far too amused for Johnny's liking. "We don't want them playing in 
our town," he quotes, his voice morphing into an obnoxiously high-pitched posh accent. "What they need is a 
right good hiding." 


Johnny lets out an impatient huff and stubs his cigarette out on the floor a tad too aggressively, as Sid 
dissolves into gleeful snickering on the mattress behind him. "Keep reading that shit to me and I'll hide you." 


Sid rolls his eyes and tosses his copy of the Daily Mail to the side before picking up another newspaper from 
the pile next to him. "Ya know, if people were talking about me as much as they're talking about you, I'd be out 
there talking back." 


"None of them actually want to hear what I've got to say!" Johnny snaps, whipping around to shoot Sid a wide- 
eyed glare. "They just want something outrageous to plaster across the front page. And then they want to see 
me stabbed in the street." 


| don't think anyone actually wants to see you stabbed, mate," says Sid, his casual tone as grating as nails on 
a chalkboard. "This girl they interviewed seems like a fan 


"Read a single word and you're going to regret it," Johnny growls, doing his best impression of someone 


intimidating. Not that intimidation ever works on Sid. "You'll get thrashed with your own belt" 


Finally looking up from his magazine, Sid meets Johnny's stare and grins, teeth bared and eyes shining with 
playful malice. It's a game now, because with Sid everything has to be a game. "I'd never seen anything like 
them before," Sid recites, reveling in Johnny's scowl. "It was-" 


Before Sid can finish the quote, Johnny pounces and knocks the two of them back against the mattress with a 
thud. In a second, Johnny is straddling Sid's thin waist and pinning him down by the biceps. "You can't fucking 


listen, can you?" 


Sid squirms half-heartedly underneath Johnny, back arching and twisting as he giggles like the schoolboy he 
still is. There's a note of triumph in his laughter. "Where'd your sense of humor go?" 


"You're just not very funny," says Johnny, his glare softening a bit as he looks down at Sid. "Are you aware of 


what a moron you are?" 
"Not as big of a moron as the bird who's in love with you. We should find her. Get you two on a date." 


Johnny sinks his blunt nails into the exposed flesh of Sid's arms, a weak bid to cut off Sid's resumed laughter. 
"Now you're begging for that hiding.’ 


"Are you really going to give it to me?" Sid asks when he finally catches his breath, something eager in his 


Voice. 


Its tempting to answer Sid's question with a yes. Johnny's in need of some stress relief that doesn't begin and 
end with him complaining avidly to anyone who'll listen But Johnny had promised himself that he'd never hit Sid 
unless Sid hit him first - no matter how badly Sid needed someone to slap him across the face or smack him 


on the ass. 


That sort of attention isn't the kind that Johnny's willing to give, even though it's the kind that Sid begs for 
the most. 


"In your fucking dreams, pervert. You'd cry too much." 
Sid snorts indignantly. "I wouldn't cry." 
"You'd cry and I'd feel terrible. Now toss those rags in the bin before | change my mind." 


"Can't when you're on top of me," says Sid petulantly, punctuating his sentence with an attempt to tug his 


arms out of Johnny's grasp. "And you've gotta keep them. For future reference." 


‘lm not going to save the writing of idiots in a scrapbook," Johnny responds. "Self-obsession is an illness, 


Sidney." 
"Its got nothing to do with self-obsession" 
"Then what exactly is it? No one with a healthy level of self-esteem would save news clippings about himself” 


‘lm preserving history. When you're bigger than Bowie, we can read these-" Sid waves the newspaper that 
he's still holding on to, narrowly avoiding whacking Johnny on the side of the head. "-And have a good laugh." 


Johnny sighs, sounding fond despite his best efforts. "Can't believe I'm stuck living with a loony fan" 
"You love it." 


Its true, of course. No matter how much Johnny hates to admit it, there's a certain appeal to how enamored 
Sid's become with him since he joined the Pistols. But as enjoyable as the extra adoration from his friend can 
be, Johnny's aware that its another one of Sid's habits that he shouldn't encourage. London will burn before he 
lets Sid get away with treating him like some sort of rockstar. 


"Get rid of the papers," Johnny orders as he finally rolls off of Sid, his tone leaving no room for further 


disagreement. "Don't make me keep repeating myself." 


Sid, thankfully, does as he's told and gathers up his collection of newspapers with no further complaints other 
than a brief snort. Johnny watches him from the other side of the mattress, the beginnings of a genuine smile 
tugging at his face. There's something painfully endearing about how quickly Sid has flipped from stubborn to 
obedient. 


"Look at me, Sidney," says Johnny. 


Without a second of hesitation, Sid looks up and Johnny, just as quickly, grabs Sid by his padlock necklace and 
tugs him forward into a kiss. It's rougher than Johnny means for it to be, but Sid eagerly pushes into it. 
Before Sid can attempt to deepen the kiss, Johnny pulls away without a word, breaking their brief connection 


"That my reward for letting you boss me around?" Sid asks, grinning as he runs his tongue across his lips. 
Johnny shrugs, standing up from the mattress. "Don't let me ruin your fun" 

Sid starts snickering again and returns to his newspapers. Johnny doubts that he'll actually get rid of them - 
if they end up anywhere outside of the squat, they'll probably be under Sid's bed in the Richie family flat - 


but decides to pretend for a brief moment that his attempts at chastisement actually worked. 


"Think you'll get to go on another show?" Sid wonders aloud, instantly dashing Johnny's hopes of the entire 
subject of the Today show being dropped in the garbage along with the newspapers. 


"Not for the rest of my fucking life," says Johnny, trying to suppress a laugh at the idea of anyone in their 
right mind letting him and Jonesy back on live TV. "We're banned for good. Horses'll start driving cars before 


we're allowed to set foot on another television set.” 


Sid makes a noise of disappointment but doesn't respond and Johnny, much to his own deep annoyance, finds 


himself feeling slightly let down 


